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. The Christmas spirit get " ' f V--

--
) hvapornted the day is past, . . '

. But make it lest iji'V Why should it disappear? t

. Keep it with you. radiant, glowing, sweet, '

J kind, compassionate and altogether
wholesome in this and every coming

vcnr me1in vi t.y v.
Here's Cbn.tuitt.s onceaga:n
The Clmstniis Trse. N' v.

The Msrry Bills. The Holly.

The Peace oa and the Goodwill

Men,

The Jolly
Good Fellowship, the sjenerotu supply ,
Of Christinas Ttuksy. Pudding. lso Pie,
The Family Reunion

Aad sweet communion
Of heart to expanded now by rcoa
Of the gtad iewn.
The cards, depkttn? frouy Christmas

scenes.
The magaiine
Filled with the name old hoary
Christmas story
All these are with us now

So I allow

It's Chriitmis and tin chances are hat
small

That I'm tnutiiLrn.
My confidence m this cannot be shaken,

here's a to you all.

way fg-- "xjc.

ims ennstmas .uv . &
Prove all your laucy ha anticipated.
I hop

Tomorrow ymi will hav-- ; n cause to mope

And wish tn &frss you'd not celebrated.
I

Your wife ha hml assistance ill Klecttng
Those annual cujats.
It sort of jars
A woman, wh-ja- . effusive thinks, erpectiq
She finds her Rift at
Christmas unkindly at.
Also I hopt that she
Will be

Enraptured with her la7ely ?ocfcing tite&j

And get a chance to sit
&jmeumts tn v
She outfit to sjiuetimes t&at i CClyJ

tair.
I hope your Niy

And girls will ttk - their wys,
And that their health's coniittaa
Will not

Shortly neceiv.it it c a lot

Of visits from family physician.

f .'KM J -
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, ' Vvli'-r- :

if C ou uy y
JUL Should such coufiiigencici be evnhinted?

Let's rather tn' 1 (

Llf To realiie our visions rosy tinwd

ttvi And make S.d cheer C'" N
Remember ; j

TT
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The Spirit of
Christmas j

By PR- - WORTH M. TIPPY

0 all the ye.u'.i festival days, Chrisi-siku- s

is peculiarly ilie festival of love.
!3astor com meliorates the resurrection
A Jesus, if is our festival of life,
divine and immortal: for She power

that raised Clirisl froju the dead has
passed into lh lives of he millions.
Jt. comes wifh peculiar appropriafe-nes- s

at the season of flu year when
.nature is awakening ( sprirm and
averj'where are warm winds, sunshine,
growth and heauly.

TbauksgivtiiK i. our festival of Di-

vine Providence, r.tdehrating the lov-

ing care of God ;ver all that He has
made. It conu'K at th' lime when, in
agricultural .ommttii(ins. the earth's
fruitage has heeu garnered ami tlie
year's work draws to a close. It is a
good time in all pursuits to close the
books with God. and to hriug to Him
the only possible return for His benefi-

cence, the gratitude and appreciation
of our hearts.

But Christmas is the climax of the
Christian year, tt is our festival of
Jove, and as such is it not beautifully
fitting that the day should he cele-

brated by the hestowmeut of gifts?
I: is as natural for itvr to give as for
birds to sing and for flowers to grow.

The spirit of Christmas is tho spirit
of giving. This spirit takes hold upon
all classs of people, carrying into
every soul the sweetness and purity of
love's ministry, li lavishes gifts in
fromes of wealth aurt it finds a way in
the direst poverty

Christinas was the day when God
a;ave His richest gift to men .lesus
.'he Christ and that marvelous gift of
the ages has proved the . inspiration
)i ihe day ami given birth to ihe
spirit of giving among men. And for
this reason let us i;ive remembrance-t- o

just as many people as we can af-

ford to give, tn t.iiose of our own
homes, to our friends and to the poor.
It doesn't need to be much, so that
is is a token of friendship. Kemember
particularly the i'ves that are east in
hard places. Lift a mortgage, pay a
Mebt. send a check to the brave wom-

an who is fighting for her children.
Bring the young man or young woman
who is away from home to your own
fireside. Send a Christmas dinner
where you arc sure there would be a
scanty one if you did not send it.

The spirit of Christmas is love ex-

pressing itself in service. The love
of God found its expression in the gift
of a. Saviour to the world. The love of
Christ found its expression in the giu
of a life of pure and unselfish service
to mankind. He gave Himself to the
closest association with men so hat

o
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jThe 25th rDmes only once year r,

when

trim

welcome come witn glee - 'r
prodigal returned if we have got

have a time that will most truly be

A hot one.

Let's eat and driaV our fill without a

question
Of indigestion.
Indulge ourselves in care-fre- e mirth and

laughter
Without thought
To mar our joyous sport

f that sad, dark brown feeling the day

It doesn't so much matter, so it's hung.

The young
Will much enjoy it, and, to be quite

truthful,
So will some others not exactly youthful.

Fill up the bowl

And let its grateful fragrance warm your

soul.

I make no harsh condition

Of composition

Say lemonade, or even oyster soup,

But whoop f si
'Er up I i s
Or be it glass or bowl or can oc cup:

yj.'."'.' ft
-- jr.) m

dlad don't forg'

Your debt is
To Sania CLius.VThe season's chiefest.

grace is

The children's happy faces. L
The poor are always with us, j'that you

And sa jL 1

Spars of your substance something for

their need.

Feed

The hungry ; let no famished face at least
Hise like a ghost to spoil your Christmas

feast. "X' Vi ,,'

n anyone aa uone - X
You wrong forgive his sinning... J
That's nor a bad beginning. . ,
Don't let . . C (

r man might take heart in the
i niggle and have a reasonable hope
i being able lo live likewise.
This gift of service is the besi gift

.hich can be given to the world. And
his gift is within the reach of every
i.idy. There is no excuse for those
ho do not make it. None are too
isy to be friendly and none too grea:

o stoop to little kindnesses. 1 one-bough- t

there were natures thai could
os be cordial, but I know now thai it

.is a mistake. The most inexorable
iuiy men ever have is to love and to
rentier services of love. It was one of
he last teachings of .lesus that we will

judged at last by our-- attitude in

ractical service lo the sick, the d,

the stranger and to those who
.ck the plainest necessities of food
nd clothing.
But this spirit of Christmas which

s to find its expression in the gift of
oving service is not the spirit of mere

..enevolence. Kindness that is not in-

spired by comradeship is not beautiful
j all. It may be pity from a proud
heart, but that is not friendship, and
it is not the deep brotherly love of
"hristianity. Men needs friends more
.iau they need alms. We all need

-- at-h other's friendships. We are in-

separably bound together as men of
me race and men of all races. The
;owerful need the sympathy and rec-

ognition of the humble, the rich of the
noor. and the cultured of the unrefined,
and for this reason the life which finds
its expression in unaffected and uni-

versal friendship is th" life which has
most nearly caught the spirit of Christ
and of Christmas. Let us give gifts,
and among them that larger gifr o'
loving service. Thus will the spirit

f Christmas be shed abroad and make
the world brighter and better.

CHRISTMAS IN THE KLONDIKE

"'Ave you going to- hang up your
stocking?"

' "What do you take me for? Do you
'
think I want to get one of my feet
frozen?" Town Topics.

Carving
the Christmas

urkey

To carv tlit- v hnstmas turkey .kill-full- y

and successfully requires a
Knowledge more than that acquired by
uenerai observation. To the amateur
carver as he watches the practiced
hand it seems the simplest thing in
the world, but when he attempts to
duplicate the feat he soon discovers
that a careful study of the bird's an-

atomy is necessary.
At the Christmas dinner the turkey

is of first importance and the proper
handling of the fowl means much
toward the success of the viand.

The host usually manipulates the
carving knife and fork. There seems
to be a tradition that on this day the
bird in all its brown and savory splen-

dor should he placed intact upon the
table. A thin, sharp-blade- d knife and

P!t:nur the ferk upright into the center
." tL The drum.stick is re-

in .(1 by a sins- stroke of :li knilc. l.:t- -

: n: : he joint exact! .

a platter of sufficient size to hold the
towl and its disjointed portions are
necessary to enable the carver to work
wish neatness and dexterity.

Whether it is god form to sit or
stand while accomplishing the work
depends entirely upon the comfor. of
the performer. There is also a ques-

tion as to whether the head of the tur-

key should be lo the carver's right or
left. This is also for the .ndividual
to decide, bui generally the head is to
the left. ar the wings and legs are
tiore easily disjointed with a stroke
irom left, to righi. If the company tie
small anil the bird one of good size,
arve from one Md- - only. The other

sid may be rcser'd for licin- - cold.
The first mov of he carver is o in--e-

the fork astride the breastbone,
at th point idiinginc it deep enough

A rut t .juanl tl jon. seputu i --

the thigh and drumstick.

,o secure a firm hold. Then remove
the drumstick with one stroke of the
knife, first cutting through the skin
down to the joint, hitting it squarelj.
It is a li Lt le difficult to locate this
joint, but by pressing the leg awa
from the side of :he turkey it is read-
ily found.

It is claimed that the expert earner
does not remove the fork from the
breast until he has quite finished. Me

that as it may. it is quite necessary
to use the fork in separating ihe
i high from the "drumstick." and the
hip" is a favorite part with many.
To accomplish this, make a

cut towaid the joint, holding the thigh
against the side of the turkey with the
fork. The "drumstick-

- drops off neat-
ly into the platter.

The next stroke removes rhe wing.
A dee) cut through the ball and socket
joint severs this with a rari of the
breast meat To strike the join
qunrFly the tits time requires skill.

!,: i sMinii?rt - f'o'if ver neat

. lii'at sti-ik- . iht ..net. .c int.. nun socket
j. i r. t severs the wing.

ly by pure luck, and this calls forth
most favorable comment from the ex-

pectant hungry assemblage. If the
knife doesn't strike the joint at first,
move it back and forth, pressing the
wing away from the body, disclosing
the ba,ll of the joint, then cut through
and the wing is detached.

When this process is completed the
disjointed portions are laid to one side
of the platter, or put on a separate
plate.. to allow of free space for slicing
the breast meat.

r. Who is it hammers the big church bell
Ml y' On Christmas Eve, till melodies welK ,4. h

i . And bubble and float, in liquid note,
Down over the town

Die Christmas fairies

dfo'is it fashions the Tob
O.With diamonds woven

V N, So Vondrous white it mbeks the nipht v

s " ' On Nature's shoulderVlisteniii?' bright? A
c The Christmas fairies fashionThesnow.

v And jus at cwefve when
i ii , i i 1 .t cinave iiclncu cue noor

' Who naint' little frosr -'A r'

The Christmas fairies arrange it all. .y

They trim the
Then tyfp upstairs in

.And' shpwer onTed, aK

A' rlniec nf lhsmc
Then scampeg away to

1
An Old Maid's

Christma c

By BERTHA E. BUSH

"Aunt Annabel said Juauiia. with
a merry jingling of skates accompany-
ing her speech, "won't you pleas tie
up my Christmas packages for me?
You know where hey go."

Aunt Annabel assented with a little j home that death had emered o srni j

sigh, for her hands were already full ! deniy. The.t there had been i. aies-o- f
Christmas errands for the family, j ! unexpecte.! removal in her own

Juanita did not notice the sigh. Her
laughing eyes wre filled with the
vision of the boy whom she', knew to
be waiting jusi around the corner,
ready to carry those skates and buckh'
sip the straits. But her girl companion,
less absorbed, did notice it.

' I don't believe you ought to have
ked her to do that. Nit a. Every-

body is so busy a Christmas."
"Oh, Aunt Annabel is always busy.

But she isn t any busier at Christmas
'ban at any other time. What does an

Id maid's Christmas amount to?"
unt Annabel heard the careless

wrd and the lti:!e wrinkles on her
rehead deepened with pain. "An old

na itl's Christmas." The red mounted
-- lowly to her thin cheeks. It was not
he quick blushing of girlhood which
- deemed so beautiful, but a burning.

r'ainful flushing that seemed to leaA'o

ier wan face more hollow and whiter
'han before.

"An old maid's Christmas!" How
hateful it was to he nn old maid! She

CT r,fljftf3
Al'NT ANNABEL. ' SAID JUANITA.

bad never dreamed of it when she was
as young as Juanita, When she was
as vounsr as Juanita --oh, much young- -

)f remembered
piarrels. Ah! last had

seen him had quarreled.
was a of red

that she skillful
fingers. had meant

.1 4 u

from its deep-tone- d throat?
hammer thcbell.

et snow, . vN

, and starjight-clo- .

themaDrfbams tall
e .t--- . 1 ti 1 ;or me great rroninan, ;

rhounht?; nn the nancr I

.7 'V

i

a lavish hafid, j

a shimmering bandr
tucked bed, "
fnr hie fiiortx "

Nowhere Laiid.
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! you love me. you will give them to
' me.
j it was sweet to hear htm plead,
I and ihe little maiden was desirous of
j prolonging the pleasure.

". ever 1 iove you again. I will give
litem to ou. was ail she would say. j,

j iusi then a neighl.orV hoy had hurried j

i .ip breathless importance. J

j '.John. John. mother sent
j tor you 10 go home right awn. She's j

u"' ; telegram from your grandfather. ,

. i.e s-- Mead.
ll was tii' I.i.- -i i.ne sif iia t ever j

John W arivn. Yi.hin an nom j

iu tas spcedi.ig oii the train to tht-

tm.nly. 11 jonn hv. written 10 u :.
..:e had never rrc-e- i. d the letter. Her
own childish. ni!..iiv - ed to
him had come i.a k 10 her months

irom the dead letter ofiic-Joh- n

had puss ? completely out of her
.tfe. Bui pus awaj among hr most
precious treasures wry the red
mil. ens waiting to i.e civen to him.

What had an ok! maid do with
such mementoes? Mow .luni.'ita would
laugh if she knew iter foolishness!
She would get out mittens this
very Christmas and send them to her
brother Bob's boy Bob's hoy who was
always losing mittens.

lt was a hard day. Juanita's heed-
less words seemed to tinge everything
with bitterness. They in her

j imagination again as she sat wrapping
up Christmas presents. A foolish

: mist was in her eyes as she the
stubby mittens up into a parcel.
wrapped them in white tissue paper

. ind tied them red ribbon. Jusi
hen she was called away. The pies

lay out on her table as carefully
, irranged as the specimens in a scien-ifi- c

cabinet, hers on one side and
Juanita's on he other. So they would
'tave remained had careless little
Sttsette kept of the room. But
Susette wanted baby ribbon for her

wn small concerns, and nobody but
Mint Annabel kept it on hand. In
Helping herself to it. she knocked two
mail packages from the table. They

were both about si.e. soft
and tied up with red ribbon, and the
envelopes to hold each had laid, al- -

' eady directed, beside. Susette. hastilv
picking them up and trying to put

back, exchanged the packages.
The red mittens in their dainty-wrapping- s

laid beside the envelope ad-

dressed "Mr. Walter Taylor." to whom
Juanita had meant to send an em-

broidered handkerchief.
"Who is Walter Taylor?" Aunt

Vnnabfl had asked, and Juanita had
' replied, lightly:

"Oh. he's Jack's uncle." (.Tack was
j the boy who carried the skates for
her.) "He's a lonely old gentleman and

; I thought it would please him to have
: me send him something. He's a wid

he scrutinized postmark,
snatched his hat and was off like a
shot to find a directory. But Miss An-

nabel's name was not in the directory,
as she lived wi'h Iter sister and sister's
husband. Tt was Christmas evening

! t.nfrtrn Vi.i tr.ifprl her

John Warren had said: "Annabel , ower. and he has lots of money, and
is my little w'ife. and we are going to Jack is his only nephew." .And world-b- e

married next Christmas." How far little Juanita smiled meaning-awa- y

the next Christmas had seemed j ly at unworldly little aunt who
'hen farther than the next century ! would never, at her age or at any age.
now' i have thought of future prospects in

The years slipped before her eyes , this way.

ike a dream. There had been other j And so. by Suse tie's mistake. Mr.
overs, but none so dear as this little t Walter Taylor received the stubby red
John of her childish years. How de- - mittens instead of handkerchief
.oted had been to each other, that was designed for him. It was a
and how constant through all their j lonely man who opened the little red-uo- y

and girl tips and downs! eld- - ribloned package, though no one but
rs had smiled at their frank affection ;a girl like Juanita would have thought

md half believed that what John said ; :f calling him an old gentleman,
would come to pass at some future When he unwrapped the package and
'hristmas. She and John had wholly ! read the card that said in the small
lelieved it. She retnemoered how they dainty, ."lady's hand":
played together, how he drew her on "With a great deal of love for fhrist-hi- s

how he always chose her first mas from Annabel Wilder." his face
it spelling matches, although she was suddenly changed into the face of a
no; a good speller, and was one boy. He whistled. Then ne laughed.

the best. She their
The time sh- -

ner they

It about pair stubby
mittens had knit with
irlish She them

. ii . .. 1

in

: 7Al

But

;

with
Your has

little

10

the

sounded

the
did

neat

with

nts

out

the same

them
stubby

Mr.

:

Then the

er

the

the
they

The

"sled,

John

or ulS ".yiirisiuitis pifaem, um. ne unu iu'.i- -

ound it out beforehand, and. hoy- - ; It had been a lonely day for Anna-as- h

ion, had teased her about them. ! bel. Juanita's words had taken all the
"I'll never give them to you now." pleasure out of it. Sister Agas and

he had declared, angrily. And then : Brother Char es and their children
iter John, little true lover a3 he was, : were as kind as eould be, but they ,t..

had melted. , longed so thoroughly to each other
"Oh. please give them to me," he , and rere so absorbed in each othe?-ha-

begged. "You know I would gh'e that he could not help a very sore
you everything I have, Annabel. IX ; left-o- c t feeling. She went to her room

early with a headackc, axtd aonit tears
had bedewed the pillow before wc:.ita
tapped at the door to sy, in an aston
ished voice:

"Titer's a caller iu he parlor or
jou, Auut Annabel. Its Jack uncle,
and hi. never said a wora about tlie
Christmas hantikercuief 1 erabroidrd
for tin 1 lie didn't seem to aotlce me
at all. 1 doubt if he knew me. But

j he wants to see you dreadfully."
Jack's uncle' Annabel felt bewil-

dered tnough. but she rose and made
ready with a sigh, feeling quite sure
that Juanita was mistaken and that it
was only a book, agent making a most
untimely visit. Who else ever called
upon her?

The caller stood "by the parlor door
as if he could hardly wait for her com-

ing, and. curiously enough, he held iu
his hands of all the ridiculous things

a stubby pair of red mittens. But it
was not a strange face that bent over
them, lt was the face, grown older
and altered, but certainly the face, of
the boy for whom the little mittens
had been knit, John Warren.

The room whirled strangely to An-

nabel, but it was surely John who
.aught her. It was John's voice tuat
was explaining that he was indeed
John, that his name had been changed
to suit the provisions of the will of the
maternal grandfather who made him
his heir, with the condition that he
would take his name.

Somehow in the surprise and the be-

wilderment and the comfort of having
John again, John to whoui she had
'old every thought, the pitiful little
?fory of the spoiled Christmas day
ame out. Then she raised her head

s v i: 1 :t 1 f. i :t 1 1 li. sa it .

n sudden iuortnication. and held it to
he light till every wrinkle and worried

pucker from the broad forehead to tfie
tremulous mouth revealed themselves
in pitiless plainness. "Oh, what have
I said? What must you think of me?"
she cried. But the man who had been
John Warren drew the little head
down s.gain. and. quite unmindful of
Juanita, who was certainly peeping
through the crack in the door, kissed
the trembling lips and the white cheek
that grew suddenly as rosy as Juanita's
own.

"Sweetheart," he said, "you shall
never spend another old maid's Christ-
mas."

Gifts from the Tree

If Uttoney Brought Happiness.
If money only brought happiness,

there would be little Christmas cheer
in a majority of homes.

In the Dark.
' Well, have you bought wour wife's

Christmas present yet?"
"I dunno. She has all our Christ-

mas stuff locked up in one of the cloi-et- s.

where I can't get at it."--

CHILDHOOD'S FAITH,

' ' J

Grandpa--No- Tommy, you must
:ake good care of all these nice toys;
Ton't beat your drum so hard.

Tommy Gran'pa. don't you be so
bossy: Santa Clans don't care how
?oon we break our things all up he's
lot lots.

His Little List.
"Have you made up your list for

Christmas?" asked the fond father.
"Yep," replied the young hopeful, as

he produced a toy manufacturer's cata-
logue. "There it is."

Fond of Writing.
"I am really delighted at the inter-

est my boy Tommy is taking in his writ-
ing." said Mrs. Hickelby. "He spend3
two hours a day at it."

"Really? How strange! How did
rou get him to do It?"

"Oh. as for that, I told hira to writs
me out a list of everything he wanted.
Cor Christmas, and he's still at It.V- -


